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Fingers of Doom 


Author's Notes: 
This came to me from a conversation | had with a friend a while back. Though it sat for a month before | was 


able to finish it today. Thanks to Andy for help with the end :) 


Pants fill the air, gasps for breath and hiccups of laughter. 


His eyes cast down at the limp form of his lover, nestled between his legs. A smile cracks his unshaven 


features, out of sheer amusement, before he leans down to lick away the pools of sweat over the taunt chest. 


Moans force their way through his lover's lips, arms too tired to move twitch helpless against his body. 


Fingers trace their way down the side of the rib cage, and the moans drag out longer and longer. 
"You're way too easy like this," he says, against the light trail of reddish hair. 


His lover's eyes peer open. An eyebrow aches up, almost as if to say, "Oh yeah?" 


He snorts at the quizzical expression, and resumes his task. His tongue barely touches the pink nipple before a 
muscular leg loops around his waist, tossing him to the side and landing him with a grunt on his back in one 
swift move. 

"You were saying?” his lover responds, with a smug grin. 


At first his face shows nothing, no hint of anything out of the ordinary. 


The smug grin turns wider, so sure that he's won the battle. A flick of his eyes and the grin turns from 


indescribable to uncertainty. 

For now, the man underneath him is wearing a smirk, and not just any kind of smirk, a devious one. 

"Henjo?" 

The smirk gets wider. 

He shakes his head, wet red curls wave from side to side. "You wouldn't dare." 

Teeth peek out, and soon thin lips purse together. 

"lim not kidd..." 

He isn't able to finish the sentence, not that he would be able to through the peels of laughter that vibrate 
inside his chest. Henjo's long fingers poke and probe between his ribs, finding those spots that send shivers up 
his spine and make him curl into a ball. 

His arms try in vain to push away the ever groping hands, determined to stop the tickling barrage and get 
some sense of order. Henjo doesn’t let up; the devious grin still on his face, skinny digits snake their way down 
past Kai's crotch and onto the inner thigh. It's then that Kai loses it, choked sobs mixed with pleads of "stop" 
fill the room. 

Henjo seeks his opportunity and topples the distracted singer onto his back, all the while continuing to elicit a 
cacophony of noise out of Kai. It was a good thing his neighbors were away for the week or he'd be expecting 


a visit from the police any second now from all of the noise. 


Weekends with Kai were always like this, never a dull moment. 


